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part (I drew special attention to the acting more than to
the drama itself), was almost too lovely. One remembered
that Flaubert's creation was a rather plump, friendly
provincial ("<?//<? aimaitles danses et les assemUees"\ whereas
this heroine was slim, dark and mysterious-looking.

Previously we had dined at La Coupole, that huge
cafe-restaurant where the artistic colony congregates.
Large, rather odd dogs were led about by equally odd
owners, giving a friendly air which was enhanced by the
arrival of a nanny-goat. "Here is the true Paris," I
pointed out with a beaugeste, "not changed since Emile
Zola's day, you know." I hope the girls believed they
were seeing life: at that moment they were more in-
terested in sinking a couple of gin and Dubonnets.

Strict orders to return my charges to store by mid-
night precluded our chance of going to the Bal Tabarin.
So, instead, a visit to Maxim's and a rencontre with Count
Armand de La Rochefoucauld was my programme. And
Maxim's under the command of Mattre d'hfitel Albert is
always amusing: they have installed air-conditioning
there! Also there is "Landru," the long-bearded chauffeur,
waiting to drive his favourite clients round in a new car.
The old one featured among the famous relics at the
International Exhibition.

It was a coincidence (and the need of a brandy cocktail
for that errant tooth) which took me to 25, Avenue des
Champs-Elysees, the Travellers' Club, as soon as I
arrived here; in the aeroplane from Croydon I had been
reading Paha, by Alfred Schirokauer. Paiva, Queen of
Love (at a price), was famous in the time of Napoleon III
as Theresa Lachmann. She passed through a cocotte's
chequed and chequered career which almost finished in a
street fight in the gutter.